A    NATURE-DIARY

eager to keep country diaries and so ignorant as not to
know what would have a chance of being published. So
I began to write a story; I called it The New House and
it ran something like this:

"When Elvira Hobbs retired to the country, her
husband having just pulled off a coup and bought an old
house with five acres on the Surrey-Hampshire borders,
her first thought was naturally to get a proper, honest,
polite, reasonably cheap, reasonably reasonable, and
quite permanent staff of servants. Her next was to get
"settled in," all the furniture nicely placed, everything
working properly, contacts with a few neighbours
established, the local churches tested, and her husband's
trains more or less regulated. But after all that had been
fixed, and a reliable nurse engaged for the children, her
third thought was that, now she had achieved the summit
of her desires and won a beautiful house and garden in real
well-wooded country, she would keep a Nature Diary,
with a view, primarily, to her own education and delight,
but, secondarily, to publication. When I say "publica-
tion," I am not suggesting that she had illusions about
vast and immortal fame: she was too practical to think of
such things. But, after all, the world was full, nowadays,
of women no cleverer than she, earning good livings by
their pens, with novels and miscellaneous literature, so
why on earth should not she also, who was intelligent,
well-read, and observant, supplement her own income?
However humble the increment, it would always come in
useful for hats, bulbs, shrubs and, with luck, motor cars.

"She had read'White of Selborne'in her youth: she had